MISS  JENNINGS'S   COMPANION

told me so at the office. Oh, I cannot share my room
with anybody. Please let------"

" Yes, but we had to double up. We would will-
ingly give you a room alone, but there isn't an empty
berth on board." He was telling the truth and
showed it in his voice.

" But I have the money to pay for a whole room.
I would have paid for it at the office in Paris, but
they told me it was not necessary."

" I know, Sister, and I'm very sorry, but it can't
be helped now. Steward, take Sister Teresa to Num-
ber 49." This last came as an order, and ended the
discussion.

When the Steward pushed open the door Miss Jen-
nings was sitting on the sofa berth reading, a long
gray cloak about her shoulders. She had a quiet,
calm face and steady eyes framed in gold spectacles.
She looked to be a woman of fifty who had seen life
and understood it.

" The officer says I am to share your room," began
Sister Teresa in a trembling voice. " Don't think
me rude, please, but I don't want to share your room.
I want to be alone, and so do you. Can't you help
me?"

" But I don't mind it, and you won't after you get
used to it." The voice was poised and well modu-
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